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Author's Notes: 
Something unnecessarily sad because | seem to enjoy making Steve feel bad, haha. Short and not the most 


elaborate work I've ever done; but do enjoy and leave a review if so ;) 


Steve bit his own bottom lip hard, tasting the iron tang of blood before he'd realized what he was doing. His 
hands curled into tight fists at his sides to keep them from trembling. His face flushed, the bridge of his nose 
feeling burning hot as the lump in his throat constricted his breathing. Yet, the bassist bravely swallowed it 
down. Stubbornly fought the emotional overload back. Not that it helped, because the scenery in front of his 
eyes wasn't going away. When he blinked, it remained just as real as it had two seconds ago. Just as real as it 


always would, the image etched into his mind. Burnt into his heart. 


He watched the kiss; slow and gentle. So tender, so smooth, so soft. Fluid. It must have happened before, a first 
time kiss didn't carry on like that. There should be fumbling, there should be clumsiness. This was easy going, 
as if the pair knew one another well enough to dance the dance. Knew who would take the lead. And then the 
two parted, their lips clinging to one another before finally separating with a soft smacking noise that felt like a 


scream to Steve's eardrums. The warm, dimpled smile on Bruce's face broke the bassist's heart. The one Jan 


sent right back, so bright and sunny, made his stomach sink like a stone. The sweet embrace the two shared 


had Steve turning his back, hurriedly exiting the room and hoping to God they didn't notice him. 


Turning the corner, the bassist took a deep shaky breath. He'd known it, deep down, but it still came as a 
shock. Goddamn it, if it didn't still hurt. He tried to stay calm, trying the breathe steadily. His heart was racing, 
his eyes prickling in that telltale manner revealing to him that he was tearing up. Ridiculous. He'd known it, why 
the hell did he care anyway? Bruce was free to do whatever he liked, he could be into guys. He could be 
fucking Jan, why the hell did that matter? Running his hand through his hair, Steve shut his eyes to pull 
himself together, but all he was greeted with was the visual of Bruce kissing Jan. On the lips. Passionately. Like 


a lover. 


The man shook his head violently, denying himself the urge to cry welling up inside. The pressure on his chest 
was building, his shoulders weighed down as if he was carrying a ton of bricks. With a sigh, he allowed his feet 
to carry him away until he could be sure he was all alone. The entire time, he kept his head low, his thick 
chestnut curls concealing his face to anyone who might walk past him in the corridor. When he finally felt safe, 
turning a corner that lead to a small storage room, he leaned a hand against the rough wall for support. He 
felt too weak to stand on his own, as if his legs were failing him. What had he been expecting, really? He never 


stood a chance. He never thought he wanted one, either. 


Swallowing hard again, Steve felt as if he was choking on air. His face burnt red hot, and when he blinked his 
eyes hard, trying to force back the wetness, a scalding tear trailed its way down his cheek. Followed by 
another. And another. Sniffling quietly, the bassist angrily wiped at his face with the back of his hand but more 
followed immediately. Still, Steve kept brushing them all away, rubbing his face sore and raw in the process. 
Still, they came quicker, globs rolling down the man's face to drip off of his chin. The effort to hold back 
became useless. Why did he even care? Wasn't Bruce just a friend, barely even that? But why would he 
choose Jan? Why not him? What was wrong with him? 


A weak, muffled sob escaped Steve's lips. And another. His shoulders shook as he restrained himself, denied 
himself the outlet, struggling not to make any loud noises. Fearing being caught, fearing his own emotions. Stil, 
his hitched breaths; his pitiful sniffling would give him away. And he surrendered to the pain, to the ache in 
his chest where he knew his heart ought to be. If it hadn't shattered. Covering his eyes with one hand, the 
bassist turned towards the wall, leaning his weight against it to support himself. Underarms and forehead 
pressed hard to the cold concrete. And then, with the image of Bruce's lips molded to Jan's in such a sweet, 


picture perfect manner still playing before his inner vision, he cried. 


